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Three hours after midnight, I should think,
And I hear nothing but the quiet rain.
The Greeks are gone, think now, the Greeks are gone.
Henceforward a new life of quiet days
In this old town of Troy is now for me,
And I shall note it as it goeth past
Quietly as the rain does, day by day,
Eld creeping on me.    Shall I live sometimes
In these old days whereof this is the last ?
Yea shall I live sometimes with sweet Paris
In that old happiness twixt mirth and tears ?
The fitting on of arms and going forth,
The dreadful quiet sitting while they fought,
The kissing when he came back to my arms,
And all that I remember like a tale!
Thus musing to herself, she opens the window and thrusts out her bare arm into the cool wet darkness. There is a rustle in the room behind her. Before she can turn she is in the grasp of a mail-clad man, and hears the fierce whisper of her first husband. All her strength collapses in a moment. As in a trance, she dumbly obeys his order to lean over the bed and reach down Deiphobus's sword, and to hold down his feet while Menelaus thrusts him through. Menelaus drags the bloody corpse out on to the floor and takes its place himself.
I am the Menelaus that you knew Come back to fetch a thing I left behind. You think me changed : it is ten years ago, And many weary things have happened since. Behold me lying in my own place now: Abed, Helen, before the night goes by!
But on the horror of this moment there breaks a greatwondering if she is growing old.imself again, but like a man in a nightmare.afterwards, "to breakfast came Morris, and we talked hard all morning, mainly of one subjedt, why the mediaeval world was always on the side or the one might exped to find poetical production the most copious. But the fa6ls are quite the reverse. The latestated for medical or other aid on emergencies,     Ml doubtless cause the majority of spectatorsse, some large and been drawn by a
